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You know, Coyote came by my place the other day. She was
going to a party. She had her party hat and she had her

party whistle and she had her party rattle.
I'm going to a party, she says.
Yes, I says, I can see that.
It is a party for Christopher Columbus, says Coyote. That is

the one who found America. That is the one who found Indians.
Boy, that Coyote is one silly Coyote. You got to watch out

for her. Some of Coyote's stories have got Coyote tails and
some of Coyote's stories are covered with scraggy Coyote fur
but all of Coyote's stories are bent.

Christopher Columbus didn't find America, I says. Christo-
pher Columbus didn't find Indians, either. You got a tail on
that story.

Oh no, says Coyote. I read it in a book.
Must have been a Coyote book, I says.
No, no, no, no, says Coyote. It was a history book. Big red

one. All about how Christopher Columbus sailed the ocean
blue looking for America and the Indians.
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Sit down, I says. Have some tea. We're going to have to do
this story right. We're going to have to do this story now.

It was all Old Coyote's fault, I tell Coyote, and here is how
the story goes. Here is what really happened.

So.
Old Coyote loved to play ball, you know. She played ball all

day and all night. She would throw the ball and she would hit
the ball and she would run and catch the ball. But playing ball
by herself was boring, so she sang a song and she danced a
dance and she thought about playing ball and pretty soon
along came some Indians. Old Coyote and the Indians became
very good friends. You are sure a good friend, says those Indi-
ans. Yes, that's true, says Old Coyote.

But, you know, whenever Old Coyote and the Indians
played ball, Old Coyote always won. She always won because
she made up the rules. That sneaky one made up the rules and
she always won because she could do that.

That's not fair, says the Indians. Friends don't do that.
That's the rules, says Old Coyote. Let's play some more.

Maybe you will win the next time. But they don't.
You keep changing the rules, says those Indians.
No, no, no, no, says Old Coyote. You are mistaken. And

then she changes the rules again.
So, after a while, those Indians find better things to do.
Some of them go fishing.
Some of them go shopping.
Some of them go to a movie.
Some of them go on a vacation.
Those Indians got better things to do than play ball with

Old Coyote and those changing rules.
So, Old Coyote doesn't have anyone to play with.
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So, she has to play by herself.
So, she gets bored.
When Old Coyote gets bored, anything can happen. Stick

around. Big trouble is coming, I can tell you that.
Well. That silly one sings a song and she dances a dance and

she thinks about playing ball. But she's thinking about
changing those rules, too, and she doesn't watch what she is
making up out of her head. So pretty soon, she makes three
ships.

Hmmmm, says Old Coyote, where did those ships come
from?

And pretty soon, she makes some people on those ships.
Hmmmm, says Old Coyote, where did those people come

from?
And pretty soon, she makes some people on the beach with

flags and funny-looking clothes and stuff.
Hooray, says Old Coyote. You are just in time for the ball

game.
Hello, says one of the men in silly clothes and red hair all

over his head. I am Christopher Columbus. I am sailing the
ocean blue looking for China. Have you seen it?

Forget China, says Old Coyote. Let's play ball.
It must be around here somewhere, says Christopher

Columbus. I have a map.
Forget the map, says Old Coyote. I'll bat first and I'll tell

you the rules as we go along.
But that Christopher Columbus and his friends don't want

to play ball. We got work to do, he says. We got to find
China. We got to find things we can sell.

Yes, says those Columbus people, where is the gold?
Yes, they says, where is that silk cloth?
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Yes, they says, where are those portable color televisions?
Yes, they says, where are those home computers?
Boy, says Old Coyote, and that one scratches her head. I

must have sung that song wrong. Maybe I didn't do the right
dance. Maybe I thought too hard. These people I made have
no manners. They act as if they have no relations.

And she is right. Christopher Columbus and his friends
start jumping up and down in their funny clothes and they
shout so loud that Coyote's ears almost fall off.

Boy, what a bunch of noise, says Coyote. What bad
manners. You guys got to stop jumping and shouting or my
ears will fall off.

We got to find China, says Christopher Columbus. We got
to become rich. We got to become famous. Do you think you
can help us?

But all Old Coyote can think about is playing ball.
I'll let you bat first, says Old Coyote.
No time for games, says Christopher Columbus.
I'll let you make the rules, cries Old Coyote.
But those Columbus people don't listen. They are too busy

running around, peeking under rocks, looking in caves, sail-
ing all over the place. Looking for China. Looking for stuff
they can sell.

I got a monkey, says one.
I got a parrot, says another.
I got a fish, says a third.
I got a coconut, says a fourth.
That stuff isn't worth poop, says Christopher Columbus.

We can't sell those things in Spain. Look harder.
But all they find are monkeys and parrots and fish and

coconuts. And when they tell Christopher Columbus, that one
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he squeezes his ears and he chews his nose and grinds his teeth.
He grinds his teeth so hard, he gets a headache, and, then, he
gets cranky.

And then he gets an idea.
Say, says Christopher Columbus. Maybe we could sell Indi-

ans.
Yes, says his friends, that's a good idea. We could sell Indi-

ans, and they throw away their monkeys and parrots and fish
and coconuts.

Wait a minute, says the Indians, that is not a good idea.
That is a bad idea. That is a bad idea full of bad manners.

When Old Coyote hears this bad idea, she starts to laugh.
Who would buy Indians, she says, and she laughs some more.
She laughs so hard, she has to hold her nose on her face with
both her hands.

But while that Old Coyote is laughing, Christopher Colum-
bus grabs a big bunch of Indian men and Indian women and
Indian children and locks them up in his ships.

When Old Coyote stops laughing and looks around, she
sees that some of the Indians are missing. Hey, she says, where
are those Indians? Where are my friends?

I'm going to sell them in Spain, says Christopher Colum-
bus. Somebody has to pay for this trip. Sailing over the ocean
blue isn't cheap, you know.

But Old Coyote still thinks that Christopher Columbus is
playing a trick. She thinks it is a joke. That is a good joke, she
says, trying to make me think that you are going to sell my
friends. And she starts to laugh again.

Grab some more Indians, says Christopher Columbus.
When Old Coyote sees Christopher Columbus grab some

more Indians, she laughs even harder. What a good joke, she
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says. And she laughs some more. She does this four times and
when she is done laughing, all the Indians are gone. And
Christopher Columbus is gone and Christopher Columbus's
friends are gone, too.

Wait a minute, says old Coyote. What happened to my
friends? Where are my Indians? You got to bring them back.
Who's going to play ball with me?

But Christopher Columbus didn't bring the Indians back and
Old Coyote was real sorry she thought him up. She tried to take
him back. But, you know, once you think things like that, you
can't take them back. So you have to be careful what you think.

So. That's the end of the story.
Boy, says Coyote. That is one sad story.
Yes, I says. It's sad alright. And things don't get any better,

I can tell you that.
What a very sad story, says Coyote. Poor Old Coyote didn't

have anyone to play ball with. That one must have been
lonely. And Coyote begins to cry.

Stop crying, I says. Old Coyote is fine. Some blue jays come
along after that and they play ball with her.

Oh, good, says Coyote. But what happened to the Indians?
There was nothing in that red history book about Christopher
Columbus and the Indians.

Christopher Columbus sold the Indians, I says, and that one
became rich and famous.

Oh, good, says Coyote. I love a happy ending. And that one
blows her party whistle and that one shakes her party rattle
and that one puts her party hat back on her head. I better get
going, she says, I'm going to be late for the party.

Okay, I says. Just remember how that story goes. Don't go
messing it up again. Have you got it straight, now?
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You bet, says Coyote. But if Christopher Columbus didn't
find America and he didn't find Indians, who found these
things?

Those things were never lost, I says. Those things were
always here. Those things are still here today.

By golly, I think you are right, says Coyote.
Don't be thinking, I says. This world has enough problems

already without a bunch of Coyote thoughts with tails and
scraggy fur running around bumping into each other.

Boy, that's the truth. I can tell you that.
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